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turn, " I exist."   My poetry is like
the cry of that new-born child.    It is
a response to the cry of the Universe.
Is it nothing more than that, Poet ?
No, nothing more. There is life in
my song, which cries, " In joy and
in sorrow, in work and in rest, in life
and in death, in victory and in
defeat, in this world and in the next,
all hail to the c I exist.5 "
Well, Poet, I can assure you, if
your play hasn't got any philosophy
in it, it won't pass muster in these
days.
That's true, King. The newer
people, of this modern age, are more
eager to amass than to realize. They
are, in their generation, wiser than
the children of light.
Whom shall we ask, then, ror an
audience ? Shall, we ask the young
students of our royal school ?